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baton over a band, selected not without much thought from among the most accomplished writers of their time. We naturally had much discussion as to the title of the series, for to call Milton, Hume, Burke, Bacon, men of letters was absurd. I may say a word on this later. Meanwhile the output was a useful contribution to knowledge, criticism, and reflection, and bringing all these three good things within reach of an extensive, busy, and preoccupied world. It has been unkindly observed that our age, " though largely occupied in talking about literature, has produced little criticism of the first order.;; I am much inclined to demur when I recall a dozen volumes of this series, and add to them a half-dozen names of critics who are not in that list.
Editorial supervision was no child's play. Harsh were the binding necessities of time and space, and heart-breaking was it to present an editorial demand for sacrifice of slice upon slice of admirable work, where limits were inexorable. Even the most ardent votaries of truth and beauty cannot be expected to escape all the infirmities of human nature; even philosophers, savants, historians, prose penmen in every branch, are liable to moments when they share the ill name given by good-natured Horace to writers of verse as an irritable breed. We had our cruel moments. Conductor and performers mingled their tears, but we dried them, we suppressed our execrations, and bowed to an ill-fortune that was common. One who was perhaps the most brilliant workman and personally attractive of them all, now and again startled me by a sudden change in the opening of a letter from the usual geniality of address to the frost of "Dear Sir/7 but the petulance was momentary,preoccupations of affairside. One of our soldiers who had been taken prisoner said that he met with nothing so discouraging as the evident sincerity of those he was among in their prayers. But we will talk over the merits of the case. haveblaze of living light,
